GOOD  BYE 


MOTHER  EARTH 


<5^1^ 


Frances  E.  Dunham 


.bo. 


M.C.  MIGEL  LIBRARY 
AMERICAN  PRINTING 
HOUSE  FOR  THE  BLIND 


Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 
in  2016 


https://archive.org/details/goodbyemotherearOOfran 


ooOoo 


Do  we  wonder  how  we  came  to  this 
planet  to  express  our  few  short  years 
called  a lifespan,  and  why  Providence 
placed  us  here?  In  this  graded  school 
have  we  used  our  efforts  and  our  fac- 
ulties for  the  best,-  to  raise  higher 
standards  for  hx^manity  who  follow  on? 
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GOOD  BYE  MOTHER  EARTH 


The  time  has  come,  dear  Mother  Earth, 

To  say:  **I  realize  your  worth.” 

As  helpless  babes  you  took  us  in. 

No  matter  what  our  color  skin. 

You  cared  for,  watched  and  sheltered  us. 
As  a parent,  you  were  wondrous. 

You  gave  us  food  and  clothes  to  wear. 

For  which  so  little  thanks  we  share. 

The  many  things  you  gave  away. 

But  most  of  all-  a place  to  stay. 

Young  creatures  with  their  right  to  live- 
We  always  take,  but  seldom  give. 

We  gather  scraps  of  ‘this*  and  *that* 

But  seldom  know  just  where  we*re  at. 

So,  thru  the  years  we  grew  and  grew. 

Not  only  me,  but  others,  too. 

I*m  only  one  of  many  souls 

Who  walk  the  roads  and  pay  the  tolls. 

We  sprang  up  thru  these  ‘growing  pains* 
Quite  rebellious-  YOU  held  the  reins. 

As  small  children  will  misbehave. 

Yet  still  you  always  gave  and  gave. 

Ungrateful  children,  we  fought  back, 

To  never  realize  our  lack. 


The  spankings  that  were  well  applied 
And  deserved-  only  hurt  our  pride. 

We  take  for  granted  everything 
And  never  once  your  praises  sing. 

And  in  our  ignorance  and  bliss 
We  never  ask:  “Why  stop  for  this?” 

Yet  still  I*m  your  adopted  child. 

And  whom  you  knew  as  plenty  wild. 

It*s  been  a pleasant  place  to  live. 

These  cheerful  years  that  you  could  give. 

I*ve  left  a lot  for  you  to  guess. 

That  really  shouldn’t  go  to  press. 


You’ve  carried  us  thru  thick  and  thin. 
With  mother  love  that’s  genuine. 

The  million  miles  and  more  thru  space 
And  tax  free-  we  enjoyed  the  race. 

All  thru  the  Universe  and  back- 
The  things  that  we  escaped-  alacki 

You  flew  in  circles,  yet  no  harm 
And  still  we  didn’t  sense  alarm, 

And  pampered  us  these  many  years. 

Thru  all  our  worries  and  o\xr  fears. 

To  balance  up,  now  as  we  part, 

I thank  you  deep  within  my  heart. 

In  spite  of  chastenings  and  such 
Yet  still  I love  you  very  much. 


While  I was  wayward  maDy  times. 

You  let  me  write  these  simple  rhymes. 

The  time  has  come  to  say  »G*ood  Bye* 
And  life-long  wrongs  to  rectify. 

For  thid  the  privilege  to  live , 
thanks  I now  profoundly  give. 


In  this  schoolhouse  we  call  LIFE, 

Btacked  with  lessons  we  found  thru  strife. 

Barbaric  little  souls  to  curb. 

But  not  our  vanity  disturb. 

The  scraps  that'  we  could  learn  in  bits 
Just  helped  to  sharpen  up  our  wits. 

As  to  mistakes,  plenty  we  made. 

So  naturally,  the  price  we  paid. 

The  harder  the  lessons  to  learn. 

Much  the  greater  is  our  return. 

The  precious  things  ours  to  enjoy. 

Which  instead,  we  just  destroy. 

This  schoolhouse  where  we  had  to  come, 

As  richman,  poorman,  prince  or  bura- 

We  learn  thru  hard  knocks  or  fall  out- 
And  did  we?  Without  any  doubt. 

No  victory  will  ever  count 
Unless  determined  to  surmount. 

Real  knowledge-  how  much  have  I learned 
And  absorbed-  as  the  Old  Wheel  turned? 


And  did  we  find  out  why  our  moves 
Could  place  ourselves  in  higher  groove 

The  records  show  a hopeless  thing- 
How  many  better  grades  to  bring. 

Each  life  could  fill  a story  book 
Who  else  would  ever  take  a look? 

In  many  ways  you  made  us  think 
To  gulds  our  craft  or  we  would  sink. 

Did  we  learn  the  value  of  friends- 
Where  love  begins  and  envy  ends? 

So,  dear  Barth,  now  I wonder  why 
At  la  st , in  bidding,  you  good  bye , 

Will  I wake  up  before  too  late 
And  ponder  as  to  what's  my  fate. 


Doubtless  we  might  come  back  some  day. 
To  try  it  once  again,  and  stay. 

For,  if  we  get  another  chance 
Might  be  a different  circumstance. 

We'll  have  more  sense  than  in  the  past 
And  build  with  timber  sure  to  last. 

For  we  have  tried  it  here  and  know 
Just  what  it  is  to  live  below. 

You  truly  proved  a friend  Indeed, 

Thru  all  these  many  years  of  need. 


TIME 


As  these  restless  years  roll  on. 

We  aim  to  keep  our  pace  with  Time; 

Each  passing  milestone  counts 
The  measuring  distances  en  route- 
That  immense  eternal  expanse 
Too  great  and  boundless  to  sense. 

From  one  brief  span  to  the  next, 

This  endless,  ageless  Clock 
Could  sweep  us  off  our  path; 

But  each  foothold  gained  along  the  way 
Gives  place  to  stronger  anchorage. 

More  securely  than  before. 

Impulsive  urge  of  youth  gives  way 
To  steadier,  quickened  gait. 

These  successive  years  tick  fast 
While  we  in  growing  patience  wait. 
Infinite  future-  even  'speed  of  jet' 
Won't  shorten  the  measureless  trail. 

Strengthening  our  lagging  steps. 

More  diligently  we  march  ahead. 

And  with  endurance,  purpose  anew. 

We  join  this  LIVING  STREAM  OF  LIGHT: 
Reaching  higher  values  toward  our  Goal, 
As  our  COMING  YEARS  sweep  in . 
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The  shades  of  ni^t  put  us  to  sleep. 
Then  sunll^t  brings  us  from  the  deep. 

The  Seasons  click  in  perfect  rhyme. 
Unless  we  throw  them  out  of  time. 

Carefully  everything  is  planned. 

And  all  under  coicplete  command. 

A steady  march  in  upward  climb. 

These  centuries  roll  into  time. 

With  mechanics-  the  best  run  down. 

Even  Barth  may  not  hold  her  crown. 

You'll  'crack  up'  and  grow  old  yoxirself 
Maybe-  and  lie  upon  the  ^elf. 

With  patience-  yotirs  a world  of  change 
Plus  all  the  tricks  for  an  exchange. 

What  do  we  know  of  this  small  globe? 

Or  coverings  we  call  its  robe  ? 

And  imdemeath  this  crust  is  found 
Miles  deep  its  riches  still  aboTxnd. 

Riches  have  wings  like  a June  frost 
Why  such  a scramble-  and  the  cost? 

We  kill  o\ir selves-  what  does  it  bring? 
Really  not  a single  thing, 

Tpying  to  concoct  crazy  schemes 
All  but  shatter  ovir  wildest  dreams. 

If  of  the  best  we  have,  we  give 
Should  leave  a better  place  to  live . 


Dear  Earth, 

You  seem  a sort  of  * trade  mark*  lent 
To  us-  that  you  could  represent 

The  name  we*ve  always  known  you  by 
Like  ‘understudy*  could  apply. 

Or  ‘teacher*  in  a nursery  school 
Entertaining  us,  as  a rule. 

‘Poster  mothers*  get  little  thanks. 

Even  as  ‘god  mother*  outranks. 

We‘ve  known  you  mostly  as  a name; 

There ‘s  POWER  above  Whose  trust  we  claim. 

Now,  seeing  as  a grown-up  child. 

Years  of  training,  seem  reconciled. 

We ‘re  under  Laws  that  hold  us  here. 
Learning  to  respect  and  revere. 

They ‘re  guideposts  along  the  rough  way. 
And  true  lights,  should  we  go  astray; 

For  us  to  find  what  they  may  be , 

Living  these  Laws  to  set  us  free. 

These  years  brought  out  for  us  to  see 
A difference  in  sovereignty. 

These  years  brought  out  for  us  to  know 
G-reat  Beings  Who  on  us  bestow 

Rich  blessings  we *11  enjoy  far  more 
Than  we  have  ever  known  before. 


So  this  finale.  Mother  Earth, 

May  parting  be  in  joy  and  mirth. 

And  as  Old  Age  can  'wall  us  in' 

It's  here  we  start  to  look  within. 

That  wondrous  POWER  at  the  helm. 

Holds  us  safely  within  its  realm. 

The  Soul  of  Earth  is  EXCELLENCE, 

To  Whom  we're  drawn  in  reverence. 

Barth-  womb  of  Time-  cradle  mold. 

Where  infinite  races  unfold. 

The  succession  of  Life  teems  on, 

A myriad  Legion — Anon. 

Stupendous  life  in  this  great  sphere. 
Adding  steadily  year  by  year. 

We're  builders  in  this  endless  scheme. 
Prom  the  lowest  to  the  Supreme. 


Right  here  is  where  my  journey  ends- 
Farewell  to  you  and  all  my  Friends. 

The  story  may  grow  long  and  deep. 

But  within  bounds  I try  to  keep. 

To  help  the  Old  World  on  her  way 
For  a more  glorious  future  day. 
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